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THE WEE WISDOM CLUB Ww 


BESSIE EVANS PETTINGER 


THEY SLIDE FROM GRACE 


OUGLAS Hall was a massive stone building, 
fashioned after the manner of the castles of 
olden times. It was large and low and ram- 
bling, with queer turns and corners, and 

grassy courts between flanking walls and spreading 
wings. The most pronounced feature, however, was the 
round tower which formed the front entrance. Begin- 
ning at the ground, it towered high above the rest of the 
structure, terminating in the turret room at the top. It 
was in this room that the “Seek and Find Club” had 
celebrated Sallie’s birthday, and it was round and round 
on the inside of this tower that the narrow circular stair- 
way wound. This stair joined the broad flight on the 
second floor, without ever a break in the banister rail. 

The great reception hall, into which the broad pol- 
ished stairway entered, was the pride and delight of the 
founders of Douglas Hall. The enormous stone fire- 
place, the walls hung with ancient relics and heirlooms, 
the long, narrow windows with the deep cushioned seats, 
and the dark oak and rich hangings transferred the visitor 
from the present back to feudal times, when every castle 
was a small monarchy in itself. 

Whenever visitors were expected at Douglas Hall 
the logs were set burning in the fireplace, and their leap- 
ing flames cast a magic spell over the scene such as the 
most critical could not resist. After a survey of the 
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school building visitors were shown into the “Hall,” 
where a fragrant cup of tea refreshed them. At such a 
moment, when the polished floors reflected back the curl- 
ing, leaping flames and cast queer shadows on the walls, 
Professor Straub would often quietly seat himself in the 
organ loft built near the great staircase, and softly, 
quietly touch the keys of the pipe organ, until the world 
seemed full of melody. 

Now while the “Seek and Find Club” were up in the 
turret room debating how best to get down (for Jane and 
Sallie positively refused to walk, even if they had to stay 
up there and starve), Miss Harshman was entertaining 
the trustees of the school in the “Hall.” 

Trustees are not always pleasant people, and some- 
times they find fault with things just because they think 
it is their duty, and not because there is any real ground 
for complaint. 

Poor Miss Harshman had been having rather a hard 
time of it thet afternoon. One old lady, who had more 
money than human kindness, and who was more anxious 
to see her name in print as a trustee of the school than 
for the real good the school might be to young people. 
had been criticising nearly everything she saw. The ap- 
pearance of the lawns, that the students had been allowed 
to play upon; the swings, which might spoil the symme- 
try of the trees; and the rowboats the older girls had 
been given permission to moor in the tiny lake—“‘It may 
make it more pleasant for the students,” the old lady 
spoke sharply, “but it certainly looks too much like play 
for the serious work this school is supposed to do.” 

But the old lady simply couldn’t resist the crackling 
fireplace, the fragrant tea, and Hilda’s golden-brown 
cup cake! She leaned her head back against the rocker: 
just then Professor Straub touched the big pipe organ, 
tenderly, softly! The old lady closed her eyes and for- 
got the trampled lawn, the useless swings, and the dis- 
orderly boats. Miss Harshman smiled with relief and 
turned to a gentleman who had given half of his large 
fortune to endow this school. 

Just at this time the five girls were holding an ani- 
mated debate as to how they could get down to earth. 
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“Well, you’ve just got to slide down the banister, 
and that’s all there is about it!” Lois insisted. “You say 
you won’t walk, and we can’t carry you, that’s certain. 
If you get on the banister you'll have your back turned, 
so you won't get dizzy. I brought each of us a pair of 
mittens for that special purpose; so put them on. Min- 
nie and Margaret will go first, just to show you there is 
no danger, and I'll come last—’cause I can’t trust you 
to follow me; you'd get scared and back out instead of 
‘back down.’ ” 

The five girls drew on the woolen gloves; the three 
tied the Jaundry bags about their necks, and the party 
was ready for as hazardous a descent as any mountaineer 
ever made. 

“It would be better if we got off at the second floor,” 
said Lois; “‘but there might be danger of us landing one 
on top of the other, so we'll go right on to the bottom; 
and let us slide clear across the polished floor in the 
‘Hall’—it will be lots of fun!” 

“If I ever get to the bottom of these stairs, Lois 
Pettinger, I won’t ask any more fun for the rest of my 
days!” stoutly affirmed Sallie; “and it is the last time 
I ever follow you in anything so flighty.” 

“*Flighty’ is a good word,” laughed Margaret; “for 
we have to slide down about five flights.” 

“Oh, girls, its awful!” quivered Jane. 

“Hurry up, quick, or they won't even slide down 
the banister !’’ commanded Lois, as captain of the party. 
“Fach one start ten seconds after the other; keep right 
on down till you come to the end, then give a soft jump, 
sit down, and slide clear across the ‘Hall.’ Now, Marga- 
ret, when I say ‘three’ you start; then I'll count ten and 
Minnie will start; then Sallie, then Jane, and then I'll 
come. But don’t holler or make any noise, ‘cause Miss 
Harshman might think we were romping, and she doesn’t 
like it in the halls. Now—one, two, three!” 

Down they went, one after the other, round and 
round that circular stair, so fast that even Lois grew 
dizzy. Their gloved hands slipped smoothly over the 
railing; not a sound came from Jane’s and Sallie’s white 
lips. Silently they sped down, and one after the other 
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reached the bottom, slid off of the curved end of the ban- 
ister, and in a sitting posture “‘scooted” clear across the 
polished surface of the floor, and nearly into the fire- 
place, before they knew there was company present. 
Jane, in her relief at being delivered from the perils of 
the turret, gave herself an extra slide, which sent her 
bumping right into the knees of the fault-finding old 
lady, upsetting the hot tea, and sending the “golden- 
brown cup cake” on a slide of its own, across the floor. 

Why tell you of the old lady’s indignation? Words 
cannot do justice to her righteous wrath! 

I might tell how the gentleman who had endowed 
the school, in memory of his own little daughter, asked 
Miss Harshman to allow the children to explain their 
side of the adventure, and how Lois made it clear to the 
satisfaction of every one—all except the old lady. I 
might tell you that to this day Miss Harshman cannot 
recall the incident without her face burning as she re- 
members that “trying day with its unexpected climax. 
But there isn’t time to tell you about it, so I must leave it 
to your imagination. 


The Little Purchaser 
“A pound of jumps! 
My mama said.” 
“A pound of jumps!” 
And she nodded her head. 
“A pound of jumps!” 
And I looked in surprise 


At little black Rose, 
With her shiny eyes. 


“But, my dear, ‘ 
We've flour and sugar in lumps, 
And peanuts, 
But never a pound of jumps! 


“We've walnuts and chestnuts, 
And corn that pops.” 
“Oh! Oh! I forgot— 
It’s a pound of hops.” —Selected. 
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Mary Brewerron DE Witt 


BUZZY'’S STORY 


Part VI 
Aunt Mary’s Account 


UZZY had been away from us only two nights, 
when I began to feel very uneasy for my dear 
little pet. I would start up in the night and 
ery, “There are Buzzy’s bells—I hear them 

ringing! Surely Buzzy must have come home!” 

“Why, Buzzy isn’t here,” Aunt Helen would reply. 
“Buzzy is all right; go to sleep.” 

I would close my eyes, but only to wake again 
with Buzzy’s bells ringing in my ears. 

The next day we asked Albert’s older brother if 
Buzzy was happy and contented. 

“Yes,” he replied; “but I don’t think that lady will 
keep Buzzy, for the baby runs too much, and squeezes 
Buzzy hard about the neck.” 

“Oh, my! I wonder if I could get her back,” I ex- 
claimed. ‘Now that we are going to the country to live, 
we can take Buzzy with us.” 

“When I go to school to-morrow I'll see if those peo- 
ple want to keep her,” Emile replied. 

That night I again heard Buzzy’s bells, so I was 
more anxious than ever to get her back. You see, the 
Everywhere-present Good wanted me to look out for little 
Buzzy; so that is why she kept coming to my mind. 

The next day I was told the name of the lady who 
had Buzzy, and where she lived. Putting on my little blue 
jacket, I started out. I walked two blocks, then went up 
some very high steps, and rang the bell. The lady met 
me at the head of the stairs, and I began in one breath to 
tell about Buzzy. ‘I heard you did not want the kitten,” 
I finished; ‘‘so could I have her back?” 

“IT gave her away!” exclaimed the woman. “But 
I am sure the lady will give her to you. She lives next 
door—the upper flat.” 
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Next door I quickly took my steps. Some one called 
down a tube, “What is it?” 

“It’s the lady who had the kitten,” I called up. 
“Might I speak with you? Mrs. Anice told me to come.” 

“Come right up,” replied the voice. 

After I climbed the stairs and entered the room I 
began to tell about Buzzy. I stopped in the middle of my 
story, for there sat Buzzy right near me, under a chair. 
“Oh, Buzzy! dear little Buzzy!” and forgetting the 
strange lady, down I went on hands and knees to catch 
up my pet to love her. 

Ask Buzzy what happened. She will tell you in the 
next chapter. 


LADY BUTTERCUP’S MEADOWY MESSAGE 
My dear: 

My, but I am pretty! Now, I do wonder what you 
think of me for saying that! Perhaps you think I should 
not say nice things about myself. That is just what Mr. 
Thistle told me one day, and we had a long argument 
about it. He said, 

“Aren't you ashamed to be praising yourself all the 
time? What will all the flowers think of you? You will 
make yourself very unpopular.” 

Then I looked squarely up at him—I have to look 
up most of the time, because I grow away down low; 
but do you know, I find being low and looking up is much 
better than being high and looking down. I forget all 
about myself in that way, and then I learn so many won- 
derful things! So I just looked up at Mr. Thistle, and 
I said, 

“TI do not think your ideas have made you very pop- 
ular. Yesterday I saw the children down here playing. 
and they romped all through us; but by and by a little 
boy came close to you and I heard him call, “Look out, 
boys, here is a nasty thistle.’ ” 

Mr. Thistle had not one word to say after that. He 
hung his head and blushed until he actually grew purple 
in the face. I felt so sorry! I then went on to tell him 
that I thought all his prickles were caused, first, by his 


| 


WEE WISDOM 9 


having a poor opinion of himself, and then by other peo- 
ple thinking the same way about him; and that I was 
sure no one would ever have called him a “nasty thistle’ 
if he had just believed he was a “lovely thistle.” 

! I cannot help being happy. I live in the most beau- 
| tiful place! We call it “The Meadows.” It seems to me 
the sun is always shining, and I love it so that I keep 
looking and looking right up into its face; for I want 
to be just as shining as the sun some time. Often at 
noon when it is squarely overhead and I can look right 
up at it, I forget that I am myself; it seems as though 
I just must be the sun. That is such a joyous feeling! 

We have a very pretty city, and such delightful peo- 
ple live all around us. The Iris lives here, and the Inno- 
cence, and then there is a Strawberry colony, and the 
Phlox family; and hanging over the little brook the great 
Elderberry bushes nod to each other politely all day long, 
and the little brook is laughing all the time. I wonder 
what it thinks is so funny? Then we have such beautiful 
birds who visit us, and the little children and the cows! 
Speaking of cows makes me think of butter; and then 
when I say “butter” I am reminded of what the children 
do with us. They hold us under their chins and say, 
“Does oo love butter?” and that always makes us laugh 
so hard, that we shine until we can see our pictures under 
their chins. Grown-up people seldom come here—they 
say the meadow is so wild; but the children are always 
romping about. We flowers think the children are almost 
like ourselves. We love them and they love us. 

One day a little girl stood right by my door, and I 
heard her say, 

“I wonder why the Buttercups stay all the time in 
one place. I should think they would get tired.” That 
certainly made me smile, for I had just been wondering 
why the children never stand still. It seems so useless to 
be jumping about all the time. I think it is because they 
do not know that God is All, and all of God is every- 
where. Do you know that is the most wonderful secret! 
I am so glad I am the one to tell you, for it is the greatest 
and most beautiful secret in the world. “All of God is 
everywhere.” Just think of it! And all the time I am in 
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him, and it is his wonderful life that makes me live and 
love, and that life just fills everything; and so I am 
one with everything and never can get separated from 
everything: and so I just am everything. And I love 
everything and I know everything, and I find it all out 
by just being still! Many little children jump about so 
much they never get to know it. Of course when they do 
know it they jump about a great deal more; but that is 
for joy, because of the wonderful secret, and not because 
they are dissatisfied. Children are different from flowers. 
It is intended that they should romp and play, but after 
they once learn the secret they will always keep a little 
place in their hearts very still; and even though they 
could not romp, yet they would be happy. I am hoping 
some little crippled child will read this; and do you know, 
even a little crippled child would have to romp if he 
knew this hard enough. 3 

Now you understand why it is all right for me to 
praise myself:* because you see I know that after all, 
myself is just me, knowing that God is All; and so I am 
really praising God all the time. I love the beautiful 
dress he gave me. It has lovely French knots in the 
middle, and I wear a little green collar about my throat; 
and I just smile, and smile, and smile all the time! 
There, now you are doing the very same thing! Doesn't 
it make you feel good? 

Your loving Lapy Burrercvr, 
“The Meadows,” Tenn. 

P. S.—I heard the Sunflower say he was going to 

write to you the next time. 


Here’s another stanza to “Help One Another,” which my 
little ones arranged and sang while making flower beds. 

“Help one another,’ the children said, 

As they worked away at their flower bed. 

“You can hoe and I can rake, 

And over it all the seeds we'll shake. 

So I'll help you and you'll help me, 

And then what a beautiful bed ‘twill be!” 

Aunt Emma. 
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THE FOUR “TONS” 


There were three little boys named Burton, Clayton, 
and Dayton Doyle, and they had a collie dog named 
Eaton, or Eat-on, as Mr. Doyle called it. 

The three brothers went to school, and the dog was 
a great favorite with them ell. Like many imitative 
lads, they soon learned to chew gum when they played 
with the other school-boys. Their mother didn’t like 
the habit, as she thought it might later lead them to 
learn to chew tobacco; so she told the boys that if she 
found any chewing-gum around their rooms she would 
burn it. Whenever she saw them chewing it in the house 
she told them to throw it away, so the boys became very 
careful and tried not to let her see them chew it. 

One evening the three boys were talking softly but 
rather excitedly just after they had sat down at the din- 
ner table, and it seemed to their mother that they were 
contradicting each other and disputing in a way that 
was not exactly polite. She asked them what the trou- 
ble was, but the boys only laughed in a silly manner 
and said they would rather not tell her. She did not 
insist, but at last Dayton, the youngest boy, exclaimed: 
“Mama, Burt and Clay say I took their chewing-gum, 
and I didn’t. I wish you'd stop them from saying J 
took their old gum. I didn’t even see it.” 

Mrs. Doyle said she was sorry the boys liked to 
chew gum, but still more sorry that they would quarrel 
over it. Then she asked them why they suspected Day- 
ton of taking it. 

The two elder boys spoke up at once: “I put mine 
under the table, just here, and it’s gone. That’s the 
second time it’s happened.” Burton added: “Who could 
have taken it but Dayt? He’s the only one who saw 
us put it there, and he looked under the table the other 
day to see just how we stuck it to the under side.” 

“Well,” said Mrs. Doyle, “if I had seen you put it 
there I certainly would have taken it away and thrown it 
into the fire.” 
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“Yes, but you didn’t do it, mama, because you 
couldn’t get under the table without our knowing it,” 
said Clayton shrewdly. 

“Neither could I,” said Dayton. 

“Oh yes, you might, because we would not think it 
very strange if you did; you are always cutting up 
monkey-shines any way.” 

“Well, I didn’t go under the table this time, and I 
didn’t the other day when you said I did, and you needn't 
say so any more.” The little lad spoke as if he felt much 
hurt at his brothers’ not believing him. 

“Never mind, Clayton,’ said their mother. “Per- 
haps they think they put the gum there when they really 
put it somewhere else. If I find it I shall put it where 
there will not be any question about it.” 

The next evening Mrs. Doyle thought she would 
watch to see if the boys put their gum on the under side 
of the table when they sat down to dinner. Sure enough, 
both of the elder boys emptied their mouths as soon as 
they sat down, and made a movement which showed 
her just where they put the pieces of gum. She made 
some excuse to leave the table for a moment, and when 
she came back she stooped down to pick up her napkin 
which had fallen on the floor. In doing so she saw a 
very funny sight. Eaton, the dog, was as usual just 
between the two older boys, and a moment before he had _ 
been lying at their feet. But just as Mrs. Doyle stooped 
over, he was in the act of quietly drawing down a piece 
of gum from the under side of the table, and softly lick- 
ing the long stringy piece that stretched from the spot 
where it had been placed. Mrs. Doyle could hardly keep 
from laughing, but she went over to the boys’ side of 
the table, saying: “I think I will take your gum to-day, 
boys, so that you will not blame Dayton this time.” 

“Oh, we were going to watch him this time, and see 
if he even leaned over our way, and we were going to 
catch him in the act,” said Burton. 

“Yes, because we can’t imagine where he puts it 
when he does get it,” said Clayton. ‘He never seems to 
have any of it when we get through with dinner. We 
searched him both times.” 
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“Well, hand it to me,” said their mother, with a 
funny little smile. 

“Why, there isn’t any there—it’s gone already!” 
exclaimed Burton; ‘‘and I put mine there just a minute 
ago, I’m sure.” 

“So did I, and mine’s gone!” said Clayton, like an 
echo. 

Such surprised boys as they were! Both jumped 
from their chairs in great haste and excitement, while 
Mrs. Doyle went back to her place, laughing till the 
tears rolled down her cheeks. 

Mr. Doyle now spoke up: “I think we've had enough 
of this chewing-gum excitement, boys. Hereafter you'd 
better obey your mother and stop the habit altogether.” 

Burton, who was a manly boy on the whole, now 
said: “Oh, I say, Dayt, it’s one on us! We owe you an 
apology. Look, Pop, look! No wonder you called the 
dog Eat-on! He’s the lad that’s been stealing our gum. 
Come out here, old fellow, and show the folks what 
you've been up to. He's trying to get it out of his teeth 
this minute. Just look at him!” 

Clayton was rolling on the floor in a spasm of laugh- 
ter, but Eaton came out wagging his tail, with a happy 
dog smile showing all over his face at receiving so much 
notice from the whole family. Sure enough, he was still 
chewing, and was also swallowing the gum with much 
pleasure, it seemed. He continued to wag his bushy 
tail, while he made efforts once in a while to get the gum 
out of his teeth by rubbing them against the side of his 
forepaw, and trailing the edge of his tongue between 
them. 

The Doyle family laughed heartily as they watched 
the dog, and none of them enjoyed the joke more than 
the two boys whose gum had disappeared so mysteriously. 
—W. S. 


Praise God from whom all blessings flow; 
Let us his creatures praise and know 
That we are all his heavenly host; 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 
Mina J. Newron. 
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CHILD-GARDENING 
Conductd by LIDA H. HARDY 


THE GOSPEL REVEALED IN JESUS CHRIST 
GOD MANIFEST IN MAN 


“Lead the child through Nature to Nature’s God.”—Froebel. 


A two years’ course of Practical Christianity lessons for children from 
three to six years of age, for the home and the Sunday school. 

The first year’s course is made up entirely of nature talks—''God’s Gifts 
to His Children.’’ Through these the child is led to observe Life in its 
different degrees of manifestation, and is made to know that every creation 
of God, however lowly, has its place in the one great whole, of which the 
child himself is only another expression. The first year’s lessons close 
with the Christmas story, ‘‘God’s Gift of His Son’’—our perfect pattern, 
from which, through the following year, the child learns the lessons which he 
needs in love, kindness, truthfulness, and obedience. 

The second year’s course includes lessons on the childhood, boyhood, 
and manhood of Jesus the Christ, his life and his teachings—from the 
marger to the throne. 


LESSON IV 


Subject: Jesus taking his first journey to Jerusalem. 

Seed Thought: And his parents went every year to Jeru- 
salem at the feast of the passover. And when he was twelve 
years old, they went up after the custom of the feast. 

Spiritual application to be made by the child: That every- 
thing that we see with the eye is a symbol of something we see 
with the mind; that the Christ lives in everybody, just the 
same as in Jesus; that the Christ, the real Self of people. 
passes over to better thinking, which passing is so beautiful 
and grand that it is like a great feast. “The Passover” is a 
sign of this “passing over” to better thoughts, of the Christ 
mind in us, which we feel, but do not see. Jerusalem means 
Peace, and stands for the sweet peace consciousness of all peo- 
ple, where any one may close his eyes and go on a journey at 
any time, and find peace and joy and stillness. 

Point of Contact: A journey. 

Harold, have you ever taken a journey? “Yes, ’am; last 
summer I went ’way off to New York to see my Uncle Robert.” 
Mary? “I’ve just come back from a journey to St. Louis, 
where I went to see my grandma and grandpa.” What a pleas- 
ant journey you must have had! Were you in St. Louis when 
Sunday came? “Yes, ’am.” What did you do then? “Why, 
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my grandpa took me to Sunday school. My, but the church 
was big, and grand, and beautiful! It had red and blue and 
green windows in it, with—oh, the prettiest pictures of Jesus 
in ’em!” You surely did have a nice time, and we are so glad 
to have you tell us about it. 
THE LESSON STORY 

The lesson to-day is about a boy who went on a 
journey—the boy who was once a tiny baby and went 
on another journey into Egypt; the boy who “grew in 
favor with God and man.” “Jesus.” Yes, Jesus the 
Christ had now grown to be quite a big boy. He was 


Jesus’ First View of Jerusalem 


twelve years old. Do you know any boys twelve years 
old? ‘My brother George is twelve, goin’ on thirteen.” 
Yes. Well, we can just look at any boy twelve years old, 
and know about how large Jesus was when he took his 
first journey to Jerusalem. 

There was a large, beautiful temple in Jerusalem, 
where the people went to church and Sunday school. 
There was held in this temple every springtime a large 
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meeting, like a big convention. It lasted for several days, 
and people would come from all the towns around to 
attend it. It was called “the Passover,’ and it came 
about the same time of the year that our Easter Day 
comes. Nazareth, where Jesus lived, was a long, long 
way from the city of Jerusalem, but every year Joseph 
and Mary went to “the Passover” with their friends. 
Children were not allowed to go until they were twelve 
years old. 

When Jesus was a little fellow he used to see Joseph 
and Mary start for the great temple, and would have 
loved so to go too, for his mother and the older boys 
had told him what a grand place it was, and had told 
him all about the wonderful things the preachers taught 
there. The year that Jesus was twelve years old, though, 
he surely was to go, and how glad and happy he must 
have been! 

There were no trains nor street cars to ride in. 
The women and girls rode on the backs of camels and 
donkeys, while the men and boys walked. Let us close 
our eyes and see a picture of Jesus, on the morning of 
the day they are to start for the temple. How busy he 
is packing the baskets of food and the things that they 
will need, on the back of the donkey, and helping in 
every way he can! Now we see him walking with the 
other boys, down the hills of Nazareth, past the fields of 
waving grain, past the gardens of grapes, figs, and 
oranges, eagerly listening to all that is said about the 
wonderful temple and the great city which he is soon 
to see. As they traveled on, they were joined by many 
people coming from other towns, who were glad to make 
new friends. 

At night when they stopped to rest, the place was 
just crowded with tents, and at meal time baskets were 
unstrapped and all enjoyed a regular picnic. 

In the mornings and in the evenings everybody 
would say their prayers, with faces turned toward Jeru- 
salem. 

It took them just four days from the morning they 
left Nazareth, until they climbed the last hill and caught 
sight of the walls of the great city of Jerusalem. Right 
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in the middle something glittered and shone so brightly! 
Jesus thought it must be the beautiful temple. Then all 
the boys and everybody shouted “Jerusalem!” “Jerusa- 
lem!” 

It did not take Jesus long to get to the temple, where 
with all the people he joined in singing Psalms and 
songs of praise. 

A Thought for the Stillness: Dear, kind God, I 
thank you that I have found sweet peace within. 

This is like Jesus the’ Christ going to Jerusalem 
and praising God in the temple. (Do you remember 
that in a few lessons back we learned that the body is the 
temple of God?) 

MEMORY VERSE 
Jesus came to show all people 
How this new life to begin. 
We may take a journey often, 
To the place of peace within. 


a a 
EPISTLES EN 


Again Were Wispom is honored by the receipt of many let- 
ters from the children, and while they are all appreciated, there 
is room for only the best thoughts or for those who tell the 
most original stories or demonstrations of the truth they are 
making in their daily lives. 


Elizabeth Mary Garricht lives at Placerville, Idaho, and 
tells such interesting things about the pine squirrels. She says 
the squirrels live in the wood pile, and they throw out apples 
and bread to them. When she wrote the snow was two and a 
half feet deep—in February—and there was good sleighing. 
She has a little brother named Louis, who is six years old. 
Elizabeth is ten, and goes to school. 


Jessie Louise Brooke is only six years old and writes from 
Horseheads, N. Y., that she enjoys Were Wispom’s monthly 
visits. She is in the second grade at school, and she has a pet 
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kitten that she calls “Buzzy,” and a dog named Shepherd. She 
says they play a little game from the story of “The Land of 
Tit-Bit” when her mama combs her hair in the morning. We 
think that must be a very entertaining game. It might amuse 
the other Wees if she would write us about it. Jessie lives on 
a farm, but she has ridden in an automobile and on a steam- 
boat, and went to a circus in Elmira on her birthday. 

See what Edward Caps has to say, writing from Wilmette, 
Ill: “Dear Mrs. Fillmore—Since the last Unity came and my 
mother read some of the articles, I have eaten no meat, and 
now I do not care for it. I am feeling much better. I have 
been talking to several of my playmates and they say they won't 
eat meat either.” Our little friend Edward is deciding early to 
be a vegetarian. 


Clara Walz, in St. Louis, tells us her teacher has formed 
a club which is named the Creve Coeur Club, to which only the 
larger scholars belong. Clara’s mother has thirty-three pots of 
flowers, and Clara has one pot herself; .her father has nearly 
all his blackberry and raspberry bushes trimmed. Clara likes 
to read Wee Wispom and is glad when she sees the postman 
coming with it. She sends love to all 
the Wees. 

Her sister Lillian also sends a let- 
ter, in which she says the last time 
she wrote to Were Wispom she was 
only eight years of age; now she is 
nine. She likes to go to school, and 
gets a hundred nearly every day. 
Lillian sends this picture of rabbits, 
and hopes the busy rabbits will bring 
us plenty of Easter eggs. She sends 
love to all the Wees. 


From away down in Ringgold, Ga., comes a little letter 
from Murl Thornton. She has been taking Wee Wispom for 
some time, but this is her first letter to the Wees. Murl enjoys 
“Blanche’s Bible Lessons.” She is ten years of age and in the 
fourth grade at school. Her writing is very plain and her 
spelling is perfectly correct. When children write Wee Wis- 
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pom about their grades in school, and then show by their writ- 
ing and spelling that they are really learning to do their school 
work well, it makes Wee Wispom’s heart very glad. 


Margaret Bulkeley writes 
from Cameron, Mo., and 
says she has not much to 
say. Then she says she and 
Marcella have just passed 
their examinations and they 
had fine grades, because the 
thought “God is my intelli- 
gence” helped them _ both. 
We think that is such a 
good thing to say, that it 
makes her letter worth read- 
ing. Margaret thinks Wre 
Wispom gets better all the 
time, and she likes the 
“Club” story and Blanche’s 
Corner. She and her sister 
are going out to the Pacific 
I beg to announce the arrival Coast to visit their papa, 
of a little sister at my home on whom they have not seen 
January 16, 1911, at 8 a. m. for a whole year, and she 
Weight seven and one-half lbs. hopes to have something in- 

Carl G. Wiegel. teresting to write about 
when she is on her trip. 


Louise Parker, of Visalia, Cal., sends the price of Wer 
Wispom’s visits for another year, and says she has been busy 
going to school. She tells of the rain they have been having, 
and how wet the streets are, especially in the neighboring towns. 
She likes Wee Wispom so well that she would not wish to do 
without her. Were Wispom doesn’t like to do without Louise, 
either. 


Eveline Gilmore lives in Worcester, Mass. She says she is 
a new subscriber, as her sister Mrs. Wheeler surprised her by 
paying for Were Wispom for a year. Eveline is such a neat 
writer that we enjoy reading her little letter. She visited her 
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sister, who lives in Providence, and stayed about two weeks. 
She liked the story of “The Pink Flower Valentine,” and also 
likes the letters. 


Ruth Erdman writes her first letter to Wee Wispom to 
say how much she likes the magazine. She lives in Indianapolis, 
Ind., where she says they have had ten snow storms this winter. 
Ruth goes to school and is in the sixth grade. She has a good 
teacher, whom she likes very much, 


From Edison, UL, Zandra Hamilton writes and sends Wer 
Wiscom’s traveling expenses for another year. She says her 
mother told her to write over a week ago, but she had what she 
called a “cold and cough,” though her mother said there was no 
such a thing and she could not have it. With such a wise 
mother and with a visiting friend like Were Wispom Zandra 
should certainly grow in wisdom and knowledge every year, and 
know how to keep well. 


Rachel Hall, of Taunton, Mass., says she enjoys every story 
in Wee Wisvom, but especially “Buzzy.” She says the children 
in her Sunday school class are making up a book of stories 
written by the children themselves, for the Children’s Hospital 
in Boston. Think of how the little children in the hospital will 
enjoy that book! If Rachel will only put something in hers 
about the unreality of sickness what a fine story she can make. 
She sends love to Blanche and all the Wees. 


Such a nice letter from Grace Ortloff, who says that even 
if she is grown up she has not forgotten Wee Wispom. She 
writes from Dadeville, Mo., and says she loves to read the little 
stories, and she thinks the children in the “Wee Wisdom Club” 
are charming. She also likes “Blanche’s Corner,” with the nice 
little stories. She sends traveling expenses for another year 
for Wee Wisvom, and her love to all the Wees. 


Eugenia B. Eicher lives in Belleville, Ill, and sends her 
first letter. She likes Wee Wispom, is nine years old, and in 
the fourth grade at school. She sends her love to all the Wees. 


A little bunch of letters came from San Francisco, written 
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by Dorothy Theos Blaney, Rose Blaney, and Harriet Allison. 
They all go to the Home of Truth Sunday school in San Fran- 
cisco, and are members of a Sunshine Society in the school, 
where they pay their dues with one kind act or speaking one 
kind word each month. Dorothy’s letter is so neat and well 
written that we enjoyed reading it. She says Miss Wilson con- 
ducts all the classes in the school, and there are five other 
teachers; Miss Rix and Mrs. Wiggens conduct the other ser- 
vices. ‘They send a great deal of love from San Francisco to 
all the other Wees. 


Joyce Hawley, of Vancouver, B. C., sends traveling ex- 
penses for Wee Wispom’s visits another year, and says she 
thinks it the nicest paper in the world, and that she couldn't 
do without it. She tells how she enjoys reading “The Wee Wis- 
dom Club,” and the interesting letters of the children. She has 
five dolls, named Primrose, Marguerite, Rose, Violet, and Dan- 
delion. Dandelion is the baby doll. Joyce goes to private 
school and has a very nice teacher. Her writing is very plain 
and her spelling is perfect. That must make her teacher feel 
very glad. Here is a little verse Joyce has hanging on the wall 
in her bedroom: 

“The inner side of every cloud 

Is bright and shining; 

I therefore turn my clouds about, 
And always wear them inside out, 
To show the lining.” 


Olive Calvin sends a letter from Camptonville, Cal., away 
off in another direction, and incloses traveling expenses for Were 
Wisvom for another year. She also sends a picture of a bird 
with long legs and an animal with a long tail, which she entitles 
“Taking a Sneak on the poor old Caine.” (We wonder if she 
means Crane.) <As the picture is not made in India ink it can- 
not be reproduced for Wee Wispom. Olive’s sister Irene also 
incloses a letter, and they both send love to all the other Wees. 


Marvel Lende sends Were Wispom’s traveling expenses for 
three years from Camp Crook, S. Dak. She says she could not 
do without it, and enjoys the “Wee Wisdom Club” very much. 
She is going to try to get more subscribers for the magazine. 
Her sister Ruth goes to high school, and Marvel stays at home 
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and keeps house for her papa and the boys, while her mama is 
away for a visit in Minnesota. We can just imagine what a 
brave little home-keeper Marvel is, and how pleasant she makes 
it for the boys. She is only eleven years old, so it seems quite 
an undertaking for her; but we are sure she is proving to be 
a real Wee Wisdom herself. 


A letter from Gladys Snyder, of Columbus, Kans., says 
she likes the March number of Wee Wispom better than any 
others, because of the pretty stories “Thoughts Are ‘lhings,” 
and “Violet’s Woodsy Letter.” Gladys incloses a story written 
by herself, called 


How the Trees Celebrated Arbor Day 
Part I 


There was a great rustling and whispering among the 
larger trees of the forest, for the next day was Arbor Day. 
But how did the trees know it? Well, I will tell you. Robin 
Redbreast, while hunting worms in a garden in the village, 
had heard the’ children talking about Arbor Day. So when he 
flew back to the forest he told Lady Thrush, and Lady Thrush 
told her young thrushes, and the little thrushes told the other 
young birds, and the great old oak heard them talking about 
it. So of course he told the other trees; and this was the cause 
of the commotion among the trees. Then the great oak who 
had heard about Arbor Day said: “Suppose we call Robin 
Redbreast and ask him if this is true.” So Robin was called 
and the trees asked him if it was true; he told them it was. 
‘Then the great oak said, “Last Arbor Day the school children 
had a picnic in this forest; so, Robin Redbreast, will you fly 
back to the village and see if you can find out if they are going 
to have a picnic this year in this forest?” Robin Redbreast did 
as he was asked, and very soon came back bringing the news 
that they were—(To be continued.) 

[We hope Gladys will send in the rest of her story so that 
we can have it in good time for the May number, and that she 
will have a good story for August Wee Wispom.] 


Richmond Hill, New York City. 
Dear Wer Wispom—This is the first time I have written to 
you. A little while ago we were in a place called Greenport. 
it is on the eastern end of Long Island, New York state. ‘That 
is where my father was born. Our grandma and grandpa live 
there, and they were married fifty years on the 30th of Decem- 
ber. There were just their children and grandchildren present; 
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that made twenty-one of us, and we all had our pictures taken 
that night. Some people think that in the next ten years Green- 
port will be just as important a shipping place as New York 
city is now, because it is on such a fine bay. Yesterday I sent 
four Wee Wispoms to four of my friends; maybe they will sub- 
scribe for Wer Wispom. I was twelve years old on the 24th of 
February. From your loving Wee, Floyd Truman Preston. 


Chicago, Ill. 
Dear Mrs. Fillmore—I like Wee Wispom very much, and I 
just love the little picture 
of Jesus Christ in the new 
book. I am going to send 
you all these pennies that I 
worked for, because I want 
Wee Wispom another year. 
My mama said I have six 
more than you need for my 
little book, so I want you to 
please give them to some lit- 
tle girl that has no money 
to buy Wee Wispom. This 
picture is Paul Anderson 
and me in my sand pile at 
Burnham. Please bring all 
your Wees out to play in 
our sand pile next summer. 
Good bye. Love to all. 
Your little Katherine Meyers. 


Chicago, Ill. 

Dear Mrs. Villmore—Elizabeth and Marian often speak of 
you and Were Wispom in proud, loving terms, and I want to 
tell you how your teachings have sunk into their hearts. To-day 
one of Elizabeth's little friends was here, and was quite unkind 
to her mother. I told her she would be much happier if she 
would comply with her mother’s wishes. Elizabeth spoke up 
and said, “I’m always happy and like to make others happy; 
that’s what Wee Wispom teaches.” We are spending the win- 
ter in Chicago, and on our first walk on State Street father ex- 
claimed: “Well, I wonder where all these people come from.” 
Marian quickly responded, “Dey comes from God, daddy.” For 
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a four-year-old her mind is very clear and settled regarding 
life. We have many happy recollections of our visits in Kan- 
sas City, and are looking forward to seeing you all again. With 
love to all the happy, busy workers at Unity, and wishing you 
continued growth and success, I am, 

Sincerely yours, (Mrs. E. B.) Martha Anthony. 

St. Louis, Mo. 
Dear Wees—It has been a long 
time since I have written to you. I 
started taking Were Wispom when I[ 
was six years old, and I am now fif- 
teen, and cannot do without it. My 
sister and my brother also like Wer 
Wispnom. I inclose my picture, which 
I had taken last summer. I have a 


St. Clair Secor pet hen named Peggy, and I like her 
’ very much. With lots of love to all 
the Wees, I am Your loving Wee, St. Clair Secor. 


Wilbraham, Mass. 
Dear Wee Wisvom—lIt is snowing now quite hard. My 
sister and I are staying home to-day; we had fine sliding the 
day before yesterday. We are to have a play at school on 
Washington's Birthday. I am going to be Madame De Lafay- 
ette; my sister is going to be Molly Pitcher. I belong to a 
club called Willing Workers. There are eight girls in it. We 
do sewing mostly. We had a sale last year. We are going to 
have one in May if all goes well. 
Your loving Wee, Helen FE. Hardy. 
P. S—Give my love to Mrs. Schoepf, who used to be my 
school teacher. 


[Helen sends a story which is well written, but as it de- 
scribes error we will not print it. Our little Wee Wispom house 
has room for that only which helps make life better and hap- 
pier.—Eb.} 


Minneapolis, Minn. 
Dear Mrs. Fillmore—I have a Belosepede, a cork gun, and 
a cork. I have a train of cars and a track and a depot, and a 
lot of houses. Thank you, Mrs. Fillmore, for that Wee W1s- 
rom; I’m going to keep it. I’m going to show it to James and 
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Harry. I have a tree and George Washington, and my grand- 
father is coming either to-day or to-morrow. George Wash- 
ington chopped the tree down, but I had some candy in the 
tree. That’s all I know to tell. I love you! 
From Jack Lee, per *Watty.” 
[ Watty is Jack’s name for his grandma, and Jack is three 
years old.—Ep.] 


Each contributor to Wee Wispom who sends her name and 
address in full will be sent one extra copy of Wee Wispom. 
This is for the purpose of introducing Wer Wispom to your 
friends in order to make new friends for Were Wispom—and 
just think of how your friends would like to have Wee Wispom 
visit them each month! 


April is with us, smiling and cheerful, 
Even when her clouds seem tearful. 


BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 2, April 9 
ELISHA’S HEAVENLY DEFENDERS.—II Kings 6: 8-23. 

Golden Text: “For he shall give his angels charge over thee, 
to keep thee in all thy ways.”—Psa. 91:11. 

The ninety-first Psalm, from which our golden text is taken, 
is one of the sweetest, most comforting of all the Psalms. It is 
the song of protection and safety. It would be good for all of 
us to learn this Psalm and remember it always. 

The Psalm was written not alone for the prophets of old, 
but for all of God’s children through all time. It tells us that 
the Spirit, or God, will care for us and protect us, if we will 
obey and be guided by its voice alone. ‘The verse that heads 
our lesson—‘For he shall give his angels charge over thee, to 
keep thee in all thy ways”’—what does it mean? What are 
angels? They are good thoughts. The “he” referred to in the 
verse means the Spirit. So the verse means that the good 
thoughts—angels of the Spirit—will protect us no matter where 
we are, if we will listen to them. If we know this we will never 
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be afraid, will we? What would be the use of being afraid of 
sickness, when we know that by saying “God is my health,” we 
draw around us health thoughts so strong that no weakly, little 
sick thoughts could possibly harm us? Some of us may have 
been a bit afraid of the dark. But if we say, “I love everybody 
and everybody loves me—there is nothing to fear, for love is 
here,” why, we will cover ourselves inside and out with love until 
we fairly feel warm. ‘Then we won't be afraid, because we will 
feel protected by love, which is so much stronger than anything 
which could possibly exist in darkness. The things of dark- 
ness are weak things, unless we give them strength by being 
afraid. Let us learn the ninety-first Psalm, and use it so that 
we may never be afraid again. 

Elisha’s true thoughts were his defenders. They were in- 
visible to his servant, as our thoughts are invisible, but the 
mountain was full of horses and chariots of fire, while his ene- 
mies were blind and powerless. 


Lesson 3, April 16 
JOASH, THE BOY KING, CROWNED IN JUDAH— 
II Kings 11: 9-20. 

Golden Text: “Blessed are they that keep his testimonies, 
and that seek him with the whole heart.”—Psa. 119: 2. 

The golden text promises that those who keep his testi- 
monies and seek him with a whole heart shall be blessed. Who 
is this one whose testimonies we must keep? God, is it not? 
Since God is Spirit, we may say “Spirit” in place of God. Now, 
testimonies mean laws. So the first part of the golden text 
means this: Blessed are they who obey the laws of Spirit; and 
the last part—Blessed are they who seek to know the laws of 
Spirit with their whole heart. 

If it is so important that we obey the laws of Spirit, 
wouldn’t we like to know what some of them are? Why, they 
are the very things which every Wee is learning. We call them 
“truths.” One of them is this: “Love casts out fear.” That 
sounds familiar, doesn’t it? Well, that is a law of Spirit which 
can never fail, and it is a good one to remember. 

Other laws of the Spirit are these: If we think health 
thoughts, we create a healthy, strong body; if we think thoughts 
of prosperity, we will have plenty of all good things; if we 
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think joy thoughts, we will be happy and make those around us 
happy all of the time. These are things worth remembering 
and using, are they not? We can easily see how we will be 
blessed if we obey these laws of the Spirit, which we are learn- 
ing all the time. 

Joash, the boy king, was obedient to the voice of Jehosheba, 
and kept the testimonies of the Spirit, and was protected dur- 
ing his boyhood. 


Lesson 4, April 23 
JEHOASH REPAIRS THE TEMPLE—II Kings 12: 4-15. 


Golden Text: “Then the people rejoiced, for that they of- 
fered willingly."—I Chron, 29:9. 


The temple in Jerusalem where the people worshiped was 
badly in need of repairs, and to-day’s lesson tells how Jehoash, 
the king at that time, had it repaired. 

We too have temples, which it is our duty to keep in good 
repair. These temples are our bodies. The Spirit dwells in 
each one of us, and we should see that our bodies are fit temples 
for this almighty Spirit. A body which lacks health is sadly 
in need of repair, and we should set about making our bodies 
healthy and strong. We know that the way to make the body 
strong is to straighten out the mind; for it is the thoughts of 
the mind which make the conditions in the body. ‘The first 
step in repairing our temples is to sit quietly in the silence and 
thoroughly examine our minds. We must weed out all the un- 
real, dark thoughts. If there happens to be a hate thought, we 
must deny it by saying, “I love everybody and everybody loves 
me,” until our minds fill with love and the hate thought disap- 
pears. In the same way we can rid our minds of all lack 
thoughts—lack of health, joy, or prosperity, and in their places 
put strong, true, abundant thoughts. When we are sure that all 
the dark thoughts are driven out, then we can shut the door by 
saying this: “I am God’s child, and I think his thoughts after 
him.” We know that God thoughts are good thoughts, so that 
means that we will think only good thoughts. If our minds are 
filled with pure, true thoughts, our lips will speak only pure, 
true words and our bodies will shine forth strong and healthy 
—fit temples for the living God. 
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Lesson 5, April 30 
GOD’S PITY FOR THE HEATHEN.—Jonah 3: 5-10; 
4: 1-11. 

Golden Text: “Go ye therefore, and teach all nations.”— 
Matt. 28:19. 

To-day we read about how the people of the city of Ninevah 
repented. They had been very wicked, and the prophet Jonah 
told them the city would be destroyed. This frightened them 
and they all repented of their sins and began to lead better 
lives; so the city was spared, 

What is sinning, anyway, and who punishes us for our sins? 
An old definition of sinning is, “falling short of the mark”— 
that is, not living up to the highest we know. If we know the 
truth that we are God's children and rightfully strong, well, and 
happy, we must be all of these things, or we are sinning. We 
are not being what we know we should be. Then who punishes 
us? How can God, whose other name is “good,” see or know 
anything abott sin or lack of good? That God does not know 
about sin is true. Then certainly God does not punish us. 

A few Sundays ago we learned about the laws of Spirit. 
These laws are unchanging, and when we disobey them, un- 
pleasant things happen. For instance, if we do not get quiet 
often enough and fill our minds with good, and a little black 
hate thought creeps in, we are sinning, because hate is only lack 
of love. ‘To lack any good thing is not living up to the truth 
we know. Hate thoughts bring lack of harmony and joy and 
health, and that is punishment enough for anybody. God does 
not punish, but there are certain laws of God, or Spirit, which 
must be obeyed that our lives may be happy and well balanced. 
If we disobey these laws our lives are often unhappy, but we 
bring our punishment upon ourselves. We can always repent, 
or in other words, change our minds. We can begin to live by 
the laws of truth, and when we do this our troubles change to 
happiness, and we are rewarded. 

Lesson 6, May 7 : 
UZZIAH, KING OF JUDAH, HUMBLED.—II Chron. 
26: 8-21, 

Golden Text: “Pride goeth before destruction, and an 

haughty spirit before a fall."—Prov. 16:18. 
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Once there was a king of Judah called Uzziah. During the 
first of his reign he listened to the voice of Spirit and was 
guided by it; therefore he prospered. But he began to get 
haughty and puffed up with his importance, and forgot that it 
was the Spirit within him which was all powerful. He even 
thought he could safely disobey the laws of Spirit. But he 
was humbled and all of his power taken from him. He dragged 
out a miserable and lonely existence. 

The lesson in all of this for us is that we must be careful 
to remember that it is the Spirit within which is all powerful. 
Health, happiness, and all good things come from the Spirit. 
It is only by listening to the voice within us that we are able to 
keep our bodies healthy and our minds pure. If we say, “God 
is my health, I can’t be sick,” and health comes to us, we must 
remember that God is our health, and that it was by calling on 
him we were made whole. Whenever we use this truth to make 
our lives brighter and better, let us give praise and thanks to 
the Spirit within, without which we would be nothing. 


BLANCHE’S CORNER 


April has the honor. this 
year of bringing us Easter, 
and surely April must be 
proud. Easter is such a 
glorious time of rejoicing 
and new life! Life is every- 
where just bubbling over. 
The warm ground is begin- 
ning to send up the tiny 
spring flowers; buds are 
bursting on all the trees; 
even the stately lily feels 
the wave of life and opens 
her golden heart to the sun. 


- All the little baby chicks are coming out of their shells, 


and in every one of us a song of life is welling. 
On every spot in the world this wonderful life is 
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stirring. Once there was a man away up in the north 
country, mining for gold. When Easter time came there 
was no sign of life. The ground was covered with snow, 
and it was cold. The man thought of his home, where 
the trees and flowers would be bursting into bloom, 
where the church would be filled with beautiful lilies, 
and the people singing their praises with full hearts. A 
lump came in the man’s throat, and he thought how 
everything here in this northern country was dead. 
There was no sign of spring or Easter. How could any 
one hope for success in such a place? 

He was walking over the snow to the post office, to 
see if at least there was not a message for him from the 
land where spring ruled, when suddenly, as he passed 
down the sunny side of a slope, a glint of yellow caught 
his eye. He stooped, and there in the cleft of the rock 
where the sun had melted the snow was a tiny yellow 
flower, blooming gayly, to tell him that spring had come. 
For a long time he gazed at it, and his heart was glad. 
When at last he went on he had taken new courage, and 
during the next few months he worked with renewed 
vigor; for surely, thought he, if gold like that shows on 
top, it is a sign of more beneath. Long before another 
Easter he had succeeded and was back in his home. 

So through the whole world the glad message rings, 
“Christ is risen.” The all-powerful Spirit is risen in all 
of us and there need be no more lack of any good thing 
if we will but recognize and follow the guidance of this 
risen Christ. 


Some of our Wisdoms’ contributions are being re- 
served for Wer Wispom’s Birthday number, in August, 
among them “The Beautiful Star,” by Flora Campbell, 
“The Lost Ring,’ by Mamie Powers, a little poem by 
Forest Hopping, and an original puzzle by Corydon 
Thomas Hill, which makes you laugh. Blanche and 
Royal will be on the Reception Committee again this 
year, and Ye Editor hopes you will all be prompt in 
sending in contributions for August. 
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APRIL, 1911 
An Easter Idyl 
Peck! peck! peck! 
“Good gracious, what a wall!” 


Peck! peck! peck! 
“Will I get out at all?” 


Peck! peck! crash! 
“An opening at last! 

My, how fine! 
I thought I was stuck fast. 


What a world! 

What lots of things to see! 
Here’s three cheers! 

I’m a happy chick-a-dee.” —B. 


8” IF THERE IS A BLUE MARK at the end of this notice, it is because 
you have forgotten to invite WEE Wispom to continue her visits to you 
You must not miss her this year. for she has planned many new treats 
for her readers, great and small. 


* * * 
I, Wisdom, cause those that love me to inherit substance, 
and I will fill their treasuries. 
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Mother Earth’s Lesson 


Emma Harrineton 
I hear Mother Earth say, “Get out of my way, 
For this-is my busy day. 
Folks think I just play and roll over each day 
~~” As I jog Tong my lazy way. ' 


“T’ve a world of work, which I do not shirk, 
But which I most gladly do. 


"Tis plain to be seen, my house I must clean, 


And make clothes for my babies, too. 


“The wind must blow, to dust, you know, 
And the rain wash the dirt away; 

Then the flowers I'll shake, to get them awake, 
And put on their dresses gay. 


“My plant babies too must be washed with dew, 
And wiped with a wind cloud, blue. 

About styles I don’t worry and get in a flurry, 
For last year’s patterns will do. 


“Tis well, for I fear the lilies’d look queer 
In hobble skirts Easter day; 

And do you suppose a poppy or rose 
Would dress in any such way? 


“If in admiration and deep meditation 
Thy lady’d ‘consider the lily,’ 

A lesson ’twould teach, and sermon ‘twould preach 
’Gainst styles both ugly and silly. 


~ “Many lessons you'll learn, if to Nature you'll turn, 


And note how each does its duty— 


' Just silently knowing and faithfully growing, 


Changing waste to perfume and beauty.” 


: 


